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!  t.S  -  W 


Mv  name  is  Lorry  DooWn.l’W  a  mative  of  the 

J  goJi  *•  1  *•'  *.k  •  •>fv ‘  , 

If  you  want  a  day’s,  diversion,  I’U  drive  you 

My  car  is  painted  red  had  greensand  dn  tho 
dodfc  ailthri  ' .  ,  T„.u 

yVud  the  pride  of  Dublin  city  -  la  my  Irish 
jaunting  car. 

Chorus. 

If  you  want  to  hire  me,  step  into  M’Marr, 
He^ll  send  fbr  Lorry  Doqjan,  and  his  Irian 
jaunting  car. 

I  have  been  hired  by  drunken  men,  bf 

teetotallers;  and  my  fnends, 

A  carman  has  so  much,  to  do,  that  duty  never 

Frotririmm  till-night  he  has  to  drive  both 
near  and  far;  >■’»  -  ;  . 

At  night  he  counts  the  ‘bunco,  upon  the 
Irfeh  jaunting  oar. 

Sometimes  I  read  the  newspapers,  although 
I’m  thought  a.fool,^^  ...  _£hlm 


ghaU^hare^ a  day's  divcMka  «•  lbs  liilh 


When  the  Queen  she  came  to  Ireland,  licr 
health  to  reyjye, 

■  She  asked  the  lord-lieutenant,  would  he  take 
heft  out  to  drive  ?  & 

She  said  unto  Jus  lordship  before  she  trotted 
.  1  far,  ;  '  /.  v  ’  • 

Bow  delightful  was  the  jolting  of  an  Irish 
jaunting  oar.  , 

I  hear  they  are  in  want  of  men,  both  Engl; sh 
and  French  too. 

It’s  all  about  the  Italian  war,  they  don’t 

know  what  they’ll  do, 

Bnt  if  they  orfly  volunteer,  they  need  mi 
stop  the  lyar, 

I’ll  drive  them  all  to  Italy  in  toy  Irish  jaunt 
ingcar.  ..//*  *  *,  f  J,  ...  ,  " 

They  say  the  Austrian  beat  iff  tough,  and  1 
believe  its  true, 

He  pepper’d  was  at  Magenta,  and  at  Sol  t  o 
rino  too* ; 

But  if  the  Connaught  Rangers  had  brought 
home  the  Russian  Czar, 

I’d  have  driven  him  to  blazes  ir>  my  Iri^li 
jaunting  car. 

And  when  the  war  is  over,  and  I  hope  soon 
it  will,  1  -  ■ 

This  stunning  jaunting  car  of  mine  was 
.  r*<  JiW.  bno%n  to  spilL,^ 

A  ad  then  may  ©very  Briton  nete,  never  want 
whiskey  in  the  jar, 

Ta  drink  success  to  Lord  IW»kn  and  his 
kWi  frwting  car. 


'  W 


A  COLLECTION  OF  FAVOURITE  SOUGH. 


Hound  (A*  earner  waiting. 


I  tlit  corner  waiting,  what  will 
people  tap. 

It  you  wish  to  tee  mo,  there**  a  pro¬ 
per  way* 

Village  tongaea  are  nr  ready,  with 
remark, 

Ejea  are  at  the  oatmeal  If  a  dog 
doth  hark  I 

Round  the  corner  waiting  what  wdl 
people  tayj 

Xfyeo  with  to  too  me,  there's  a  pro* 
per  way. 

When  the  chereh  hat  honed  no,  link'd 
two  heart!  ia  one, 

I  shall  eare  hat  little  how  their  toe* 
gees  vail  ea; 

Bat  until  the  bridal  never  let  thee  fled 

Aught  to  oanae  me  hlashei,  hurt  my 
peace  e f  mind! 

Round  the  corner  waiting,  what  will 
people  say« 

Manly  hearts  should  aver  take  manly 

Fifty  thing!  are  Haled,  thing!  you'd 
never  suppose. 

If  bat  something  secret  ia  a  neighbour 
shows; 

Boldly  take  the  pathway  and  thairllps 
are  stay'd, 

AU  are  quick  to  censor#  if  you  scorn 
afraid. 

Round  tho  corner  waiting,  what  will 
people  sayf 

If/ou  wish  to  see  me,  there,*  a  pro 
way.  A 


n*  1 

WHIM  Pat  came  e'er  thills  hit 
Tf  Colin  for  to  ana, 

IfU  whistls  low  and  shrill,  tha  signal 
was  to  be,  (siuiU  whistle) 
Oh  Mary,  the  mother  cried,  some 
one  is  whistling  sure. 

Oh  another,  it‘a  only  the  wind  that's 
whistling  thro'  the  doer* 

(Whistle  'Garry  Owon’i 

lf ra  lived  a  long  dp  Mary,  Ib  thfta 
world  my  doer, 

Bat  a  door  to  whUtle  Uko  that  I 
never  ywl  did  hear. 

Bat  mother  you  haow  the  Mrtlohanga 
does  behind  the  think. 

And  tha  wind  open  the  strings  ere 
playing  that  tone  1  think* 

(fig  grants) 

Sort  Mary  I  hoar  the  pig  nocasyle 
hit  mind, 

at  mother  yen  know  they  any  that 
piga  can  aao  the  wind  ; 

Theta  ail  vary  wnllfta  the  day*  kd 

Tbu  pip  *o 

ujnwlltt* 

•  k**) 

Tk«*>,i»b»iiiog  Bow,»od  dMOddte 
^  ,  .I,-.,  oawvyray  tnaa  tuna, , 

But  mother  you  know  tnnt  doge  will 

»»  haw  cu  k«  1M  tkclMoaJwk*. 

you  know  the  dog  ie  bJIad. 
Blind  dogs  can't  bark  at  tho  moon, 
nor  Addles  he  played  hg  the 
wind* 


Thd  edriyfkedl  ef  i 


O  pluck  it  am  H  wither 

'TU  the  memory  et  the  peel. 


II  wdM  |wfaai  f*«  «• 

Of  deep  the*  and  regret, 

For  the  true  friends  gene  before  ns 
Whom  none  could  ere  forget. 

Let  uoheert  brave  its  power. 

By  guilty  thoughts  o'ereast 
for  than  a  poison  flrwer, 

{•  the  memory  of  the  pmt* 


Hoiking  Mon. » 

TV  •  nli;  fair  I  wilini 
*  if*  mbndmrpaAvms  mn. 


ftywo# 

_  break  wm  towing 
like  the  spirit  of  the  tcemo, 
i  saw  a  lovsly  ywiii'trit  U  basket 

Wfch  swedbudi,  and  sol  asked  bar 
Cat  u  towar^aad  nothing  asore 

I  chatted  on  hoAde  bar,  and  I  prsU'd 
.  bar  kMr  and  eyas,  , 

And  like  rosss  in  bar  basket,  cmhm 
oheess  saw  hlashes  rise : 

With  timid  looks  down  glancing*  aha 
said,  will  yea  pass  before  t 
But,  said  i,  now  ill  I  want,  iajual  n 
■mils,  and  pething  moral 

tn  Am  shyly  amilad  apon  ma^ndwa 
'■+  l  still  kept  waadarieg  on;  ' 
What  with  amUing,  hlushiag.  eha* 
ting,  anon|ahriafhalf  hour  wan 


&)own  where  the  Blue-belle 
grew. 

I  know  a  spot  which  oft  I  At  earn'd 
Of  ronihaafis  most  fair. 

And  I  have  thought  that  Bear'S 
beam'd, 

With  brighter  sunshine  there  j 
•t  is  a  sweet  sequester'd  vale. 

Where  flashing  brooklets  flow, 
ad  oft  is  heard  the  ring- dove's  wail 
Down  where  the  blue-WUe  grow, 

4  braty  form  la  twilight's  shade 
Will  le  that  spot  repair. 

Bar  str sage  a  soons  ky  llaav'h  made. 
To  have  aa  angel  there; 

1  was  there  1  won  my  Altmd,  levy, 
And  eile/Joy  1  knew, 

*md  eft  ia  fancy  etd  1  roue, 

W'  where  tho  blua-bsUs  grew 


Now  I'm  net  each  s  fool  ns  youth  ink 
I  know  very  well  it  is  fat. 
Shot  your  mouth  you  whittling  thin. 

and  go  along  home  out  of  that. 
Now  you  be  off  to  ygur  bed, A  don't 
play  behind  ami  year  jeers. 

For  though  1  have  leqt  my  eyes.  Tv 
not  yet  lost  my  oats* 

Vow  chaps  when  yon  go  oot,  and 
for  youf  sweethearts  whit. 

Be  sare  yon  don't  whistle  too  lend 
or  dee  tho  old  woman  you'll 
wake ;  v< 

la  tho  days  whan  they  were  young 
forgot  they  uevpr  cue. 

Thy  era  sure  to  tell  the  difference 
between  a  Addle*  deg^r  a  men 


Tier*  m  «  Flower  tint 
Bloometh, 

Thera  U  a  flower  that  bloometh, 
Whan  autumn  leaves  are  shed, 
With  the  attest  moon  it  wuepMh 
Tb.  »pHi|  ud  MfMM*  0*4  | 


ltaike  toU  m  I.utlnnl»rlfci 

pad  nothing  move* 

liana  for  woaht  and  month*  I  woo'd 
bar,  and  fbe  joys  that  than 
have  birth. 

Made  pa  «Up*1*f**  r*f  gladness 
sssm  encircling  all  the  earth ; 
One  bright  morning  at  the  *Uar,  e 
white  bridal  dross  she  were. 
Than  my  wife  I  proudly  sailed,  and 
I  nrit  for  nothing  mem* 


May  the  mleeriei  ef  war  ha 
banished  from  nil  enlightened  no- 
UOD*. 

M»r  th.  whol* 
poraud  Into  oo.  city,  wl 
lik|M(ui  b*  prMwud  with  lb 

frMdM.  ■  ■  y  j.- 

■  -.HOT:  Oupl  wV  Wee*. 
Uh*  mU  wmo**Om*  inf 

mm*'.'  *  ' 

...  v  /, •  \  »  .  -  I '  -  ■  L  :i  j  i,m. 

■V'i  y  ■ 


&  OOLLEOTIOW i  OP  FA 


Ah!  never  again  shall  mlf  brother!  Mabraee 

me!  ,  .  wnnl 

They  died  to  defend  me,  or  lire  to  deplore. 

Where  now  is  my  cabin-door  so  feat  to  the 
wild-wood?  ,  .  ■; 

Sisters  and  sire  did  weep  for  its  fall. 
Where  is  the  mother  that  looked  on  mychild- 


Steer  my  Bark  to  Erin’s 

Oh,  I  have  roamed  o’er  many  lands, 
And  many  friends  I’re  met ; 

Not  one  fair  scene  or  kindly  smile, 
Can  this  fend  heart  forget 
But  I’ll  confess  that  I’m  content. 

For  Ffjin  is  my  home.  j 

In  Erin’s  isle  there’s  manly  hearts, 
And  bosonic  jiuiffe  as  snow,  . 

In  Erin’s  isle  theie’s  right  good  ches 
And’  hearts  that  erer  do#.  , 

In  Erin’s  isle  I’d Jito mW** 

■/ r>>  Kb  more  I  wi«tt  to  roam, 

Oh,  steer  my  bark  to  Erin  *  We, 

For  Erin  is  my  home. 

If  England  was  my  place  of  With, 
•I’d  love  her-tranquil  shore ;  '  1 
If  bonny  Scotland  Was  my  home, 
Her  mountains  I’dedbf*.  ia> 

But  pleasant  days  in  both  I  re  (an 
I’d  dream  of  days  tocome : 

Oh,  steer  my  bark  to  Erin  a  isle  f. 
For  Brin  Is  my  horns.' 


Mad? 

And  white  la  the  boeom-friend  dearer  than 

Ah,  my  sad  soul,  long  abandoned  by  pleasure. 
Why  did  It  dost  on  a  feat-fading  treasure  t 
Tears,  like  the  rain,  may  fall  withqut.inea- 

r  *  *  SBmwA'  }  ■  '  f  if  '  f'r)  if* 

Bat  rapture  and  beauty  they  cannot  recall. 

Erin !  an  todfe  bequeaths  thee  his  blessing, 
l^nd  of  my  forbfhthain.  “  Krin-go-bragli.” 
Buried  and  oedd,  when  toy  heart  stills,  its  mo¬ 
tion,  .  ..  .,  Htt ! 

Oman  be  thy  fields,  sweetest  isle  in  the  opean. 
And  the  harp-striking  hard  sing?  aloud  with 

Brtn^msvoarneea,  sweet "  Erin-gobmgh  t’ 


to  the  beach  a  poor  exile  of  Erin. 


There  came 

hi^Wd,  whto  at  twilight 

Towand«r  alone  by  the  wind-beatett  bilL 
But  the  day-riar  atfeicted  hto  eye’s  sad  devo- 

Foritross  on  his  own  native  isle  of  the  poean, 
Where  once,  in  the  flow  of  its  youthfhl  emo- 

He^sang  the  bold  anthem  of  “  Erin-go- 
bragh.” 

,  O,  sad  la  my  fate,  said  the  heart-broken 

,  Tton^deer  *pd  wlf  to  a  covert  esa  flee, 
Bnt  I  havo  no  refuge  from  famine  or  danger, 
A  home  and  a  country  remain  rtofc  for  me  l 
Ah  1  never  Mtiiu  in  the  green  >ehitfy  bowers, 
WNere  toy  forefethers  lived,  shall  I  spend  the 
sweet  hours,  ^ 

Or  ,epver  my  harp  with  wBd-wovim  flawert, 
And  strike  the  sweet  numbers  of  ,4Erin-go- 


You  would  not,  to. 

“Tto,  Norah  dear,  I’m  going. 

And  yet  it  breaks  my  heart. 

To  see  your  eyes  are  flowing 
With  tears  because  we  part 
’Tis  sad  to  leave  old  Erin, 
A.strangcr's  home  to  share. 

But  midder  still,  I’m  fearing, 

With  none  to  love  me  there.” 

;  of  titi’  ’  !  You  would  not,  to 

•*  Then,  Dennis,  take  me  wttb  yon. 

You  know  not  half  I  do, 

-TKteftf!  hO  One  to  forbid  yon, 

I’ve  sawed  a  pound  or  two. 

I’ll  sootheyou 


i  in  every  sorrow 
pfest  you’ll  tell 
dpar,  to-morrow 
fere  thee  wplL” 


Oh,  Ertia,  my  country :  though  sad  and  tor* 

'  In*dreams  I  revisit4  thy  sea-bea ton  shore ; 
Bnt  alas !  in  a  foreign  land  I  ***^cn’ 
4»Mgh  forthelrteiidatAalwaameet  me 

Mrt  ' 

In aroanstonef  smos  *h*f  ■*  »•*■  *“ 


9:%  Touts  and  Sentiments. 

country  ha  dear^  but  liberty 


r03^  54A^roUIU#Pte  SONGS. 


Billy  O’Rourke.  >  •  ■  4A 

I  greased  my  brogues  and  cut  my  stick, 

In  the  latter  end  of  May  ,  sfr, 

And  up  to  Dnblin  I  did  sail,  <7 

To  walk  upon  the  sea,  sir, 

To  England  I  resolved  to  go, 

To  cut  the  hay  and  porn, 

And  among  the  cd6kney  girls  to  d^nce, 


I  met  a  man  In  College-green,  ^  ’  2 

And  ax’d  him  the  way  to  tile  Quay,  sir, 
He  was  seated  on  a  big  white  horte, ' 

And  dot  one  wbrd  wotfld  he  say,  sir. 


Neither  hat,  nor  spur,  por  whin  hfcdgofl, 

And  both  his  stirrups  he^igu&t, 

'8ays  I,  “  my  boy.  Jf  your  horse  apes  stiff,,  h 
In  the  street  you’ll  surely  he  ton’d.'’  ; 

Withmykifly  mftrqnw,4o. 

I  gave  the  captain  six  thirt^ena,  ,  :f 
To  carry  me  over  to  Margate,  t  ]'.* ^ 
But  ere  We  got  one  half  the  roiuLu  ,  ^ 

It  blew  at  the  deyr’s  o.wn  hard  rate  * 

The  big  stick  that  grew  out  of  the  ship, 

Sung  out  like  any  whistle, 

And  the  sailors  all.  both  great  and  small, 

Now,  some  where  on  Ijheir  bendedkueaa, 

The  ladies  were 'a  fainting ; 

But  1  fell  on  my  bread  and' cheese. 

Determined  to  mind  the  main  thing. 

Says  the  captain,  ‘'  Are  you  hot  afraid  ?  ” 
Says  I,  “  I  don’t  card  a  farthing,  v 
I’ve  paid  you  to  torhg  me  to  Pargate,  yen 
know,  ’  '  - ; 

And  faith  you  must  stand  to  your  bargain.” 

.With  my  killy  ma-crue,  Ac. 

.  \  j  *  i\  A 

But  soon  t^e  wind  spng  itself  to  sleep. 

And  we  pame  to  to  the  place  of  landing ; 
The  gentlemen  that  were  most  afraid*  * 

The  la»iics  out  were  handing. 

Says  1.  *4  my  boys,  I  have  no  doubt.  t 
But  you  hive  all  got  riches, 

And  tlioygh  you  have  not  got  skirts  to  your 
coats, 

You’y^  019th  enough  in  the  plaits  of  your 
breecnes.” 

With  my  killy  ma-erge,  Ac. 

As  I  was  going  along  the  road,  ]  v  j 

I  met  a  gentleman,  sir ;  t  •, 

14  Good  morrow  to  you,  sir,”  said  I, 

But  he  proved  a  mighty  toad,  sfef  v  t 

Frtr.at.the  comer  of  a  lane, 
fie  pulled  a  pistol  out,  sir, 

And  clapp’d  the  muzzle,  oh  1  what  a  shame  1 
Up  to  my  very  throat,  sir. 

With  my  killy  ma-erue,  Ac. 

,  U  M 

«  Ybtcr  money,  bad  scran  to  your  Irlsheysg," 
“  Be  merciful,”  crie£  I>  sir  ‘  ■  1 

But  he  swore  he,d  Mbw  out  both  my  eyes^ 
’'I’d  cither  stir  or  osy,  dr9 


*^?Svo  steps  I  did  retire, 

The  poii  it  dashed,*  his  head  I  smashed, 

Cell,  shillelagh,  you  never  missed  fire ! 

^  With  my  killy* ma-crue,  Ac. 

..  PiJ  »  .» 

fJs J  '•  • 1  ■ 

Tfc»  Meeting  of  the  Water.. 

There  is  not  in' this  wide  W<Md!  a  valley  so 
As  that' vaje.in  whose  bosom  the  bright  wa- 
On!  the  last  i;ay  of  feeling  and  life  must 


Ere  the  bloom,  of  wty  valley  shall  fade  from 
my  he^  f  ^ 

Yet  it  was  not  tKatnature  had  shed  o’er  the 


Oh  !  no— it  was  spipething  mom  exquisite 

l  dtod  •••,  1 

’Twas  t^t  • « W  bosom 

were  near,  /r  ;,;ii  Vut  *.i  wv,  tc-'i 

W  ho  made  every  dear  scene  of  enchantment 
more  dear,  _  _ 

And  who  felt  how  the  best  charms  of  nature 
improve,  , 

When  we' tee  thehr  rent&ted  fran  looks  that 

,ffh  ?  *  cd  .>  3:  V.r'fl 

|i<raet  vale  of.  Avoca  1  how  calm  coidd  ImL 
lU  thy  bosom  of  shade,  with  ^he  friends  I 

_  Where  die  storms  tl^we  ,  feel  i*  this  cold 
world  should  cease,  *  t^y: 

And  ouc  hearts,  Uketjiy  waters!  die  mingled 

WHfBW "w>  t»r;  ■  • '*  tf 

.twin 

•aj-TvhM  *4  ‘*t>  *.;{»<.'  41 

Erin  Mavonmeen.  s  VI  1 

’When  the  pore  sense  of  honour  shall  cetWio 
inspire  thee,  1 

And  kind  hospitality  leaves  thy  gay  shore ; 
When  the  nattens  thrit  khow  thee  no  longer 
admire  thee, 

-  Thon.  BiK  s^younieen,  FII  lbvo  thee  ho 
•  more.  < 

When  the  trumpet  of  fame  shell  cease' fb 
cprochdm  thea,  ■  i>aA 

Of  warriors  the  nurse,  In  the  MX***' yore, 
When  the  muse,  and  the  record  of  eenius  dis- 
•  T-  i'  olaim  thee,  <  ’  :  ..wT 

Then,  Erin,,  mavoprneen,  Ill  lore  thee  no 

♦  e*» more.  '  v'il-  f  >rrl,,v  ;»* 

,v.’:r;f  •  .vi)  i  hitisl  n\..  *\  i*-  I  **,*j^;.  H 

Whhn  thy  briraeons  no  logger  are  generous 
and  witty.  ^  :"««> 

•And  aearffte'-be  laved  by  the  fid*  the. 

adore,  :st  »il<; 

Whed  lbj  daughter  no  lo*get  artrrlrtaodi 


and 

Then, 


md  pretty, 
en,  Erin,  i 


L  'i  Sfl  SMw'/ 

maroumeen,  i’ll  lam  thee  no 


MVodtkitfs  sdttcte. 


TU  forty,  yoara,  my  old  iHena.dQhn, 

Since  you  npd  J  wore  young  ;  .p 
Bird-nesting  through  each  forest  glen, 

\V  hat  merry  lays  we’ve  sung. 

We  oliipb’d,  the  rugged  mountain  side, 
the  brighttoppd  heather ; 
Methinkf  H  seepis  but  yesterday, 

M  iWero  hoys  togethen.  ,  „ 

^  wejWeip  boys,  £0. 

there’s  gfadbesslh  remembrance,  John, 

•»  X)ur  friendship  has  beeh  true  j  7 

In  all  the  weal  or  woe  uf  Hre,  * ;  1 

No  change  that  friendship  knew,  . 
We've  nHssrd'ftmA  I6v*d'6nes,  one  by  one, 
And  turo’d  out  wrcath  of  heather ; 

•sa^agMss***- 


1  f  1  ••  Since  we  were  Ijoys,  4c. 

«*  liM  not  bid  thee  ponder,  John,  , 

You  know  our  pride  is  o’er ; 

HmS  flower;  the  ndft,  M* 

For  us  will  charjrn  no  more.  " 

And,‘dui?fr^‘TOrtts'are.feiling  flisl;.  ' 

We  could* not  bound  the  heather; 
As'hand  Whand,  with  gladsome  brows, 

We  did  when  boys  together. 

When  we  were  bns.  mcjrry,  merry,  boys, 
When  we  were  boys  together,,, 

Througit  many  suiuiy  YjCmm  friend  JoDn, 
May  we  yet  live  together. 

»  Vfflag*$orri  Beauty. 

See  the  star-breasted  viBain  to  yonder  cot 
bound,  ,  ! 

Where  *0  sweet  honeysuckle  entwines  it 
around;  ‘ '  '  .”  ’’  ...”  , 

ret  sweeter. M  sweeter  than  flower  e’er  seen. 

Is  the  poor  hedger’s  daughter,  the  pride-  of 
tlm  green.  , 

But  more,  never  more,  Will  she  there  please 

Her  peace  (rf  mind  withers,  her  happiness 
flics  °  4  \  /  > ,  ,  „  »* 

She  pauses,  ^IS,  trembles  jr«t  dares 

The  ^e-iiam'  beauty  Id  seduced  from  her 

b°ifro>  'jut  y'tti:  *$ui  [h ;  ys.lfh 

From  a  post-chattcand  fbur, sheV  in  London 
set  down,  —  — 

Where,  robbed  of  her  virtue,  she’s  launched 
oQB&aumrfct  8  IiX£p 

Her  carriage,  her  servants,  her  jewels,  so  gay. 

SheiShepc:  arid  o*hr  all  bear  the 

swmyl 

^Afeths'bpera,  the  play  house 'the  porks,  and 
elsewhere, 

'  Here  beauty  eut-rivals  each  beauty  that’s 
there;  1 

t  Akd  white-  big  Mill  envy  her  downfall  they 

The  village- born  beauty  o’er  all  beam  the 


■  *  •  '  •'  i.  ;.‘Ui  ,  4 

But  soon  from  indifference,  caprice,  or  what 
not— 

She’s  turned  on  the  world,  by  her  keeper 
forgot;  >  ,  _ 

Yet  fond  to  be  flattered,  and  fettered  m 
vice, 

She’s  this  man’s,  or  that,  as  he  comes  to  her 
price  1 

At  length  growing  stale,  all  her  finery  sold. 

In  the  bloom  of  her  youth,  through  disease 
looking  old  ;  , 

Forsook  by  her  lovers,  and  sought  for  no 
morh,  *  ■ :  '•  <  ; 

The  village-born  beauty  becomes  a  street 

Up  lanes  and  through  alleys  she  now  stalks 
her,  way, 

Exposed  to  all  weathers  by  nighty  and  fyy 
day; 

,  Cold,  houseless,  and  shiv’ring,  and  wet  to  the 
skin, 

With  "glass  after  glass,  drowns  her  sorrows 

\  with  gin !  t 

Distressed,  sore  and  ragged,  sad,  friendless 
and  poor,  ; , 

She’s  borne  to  some  garret,  or  workhouse 
obscure !  ,,  . 

Breathes  a  prayer-hope  to  Heaven— a  sinner 

Wh^  the  village-born  beauty  is  laid  in  the 


*?Then  pity,  ye  ftir  oneV/!ib*'be  too  severe/1 

And  give  a  frail  sister  the  boon  of  a  tear, 

When  pfbhe  to  eondemn  theth^reflect— t  hlnk 
awhile —  *  t 

That  the  heart  often  bleeds  when  the  face 
‘  ■'r  i  -  wears  a  smile. 

Think  too,  how  thro’  beauty,  they  oft  owe 
+  theiir  fliU, 

And  What  hiay,  through  Vice,  be  the  fate  ol 
you  all ; 

And  O,  while  sweet  innocence  bears  a  proud 

Ma^  aw*  the  villain  that  WBeSto  be¬ 
tray.  -yuf?  :  12::' i 


Sumy  Honrs  of  Childhood. 

The  sunny  hours  of  Childhood,  y 
Hpw  soou  they  pass  away ; 

Like  flowers  in  the  wild  wood, 

.  That  once  bloom’d  fresh  and  gay.  * 
But  the  perfume  of  the  flowers,  . 

And  the  freshness  of  the  heart, 
Live  but  a  tew  brief  hours, 

And  then  for  aye  depart, 

Tho  friends  we  saw.  around  us. 

In  boyhood’s  happy  days, 

Thf.  fairy  links  that  bound  us. 

No  Mings  now  displays. 

For  t|m«  hath  chang’d  for  ever. 
What  youth  cannot  retain. 

And  we  may  know,  oh !  never. 

Those  sunny  hours  again. 


AOotLttnaciN.w 


1  The  Fiehermen’e  Daughter. 

’  ’  '  ' 

Why  art  thou  vandering  alone  on  the  shore  ? 
The  wind  it  blows  oold  and  the  white  breakers 
roar,  . 

Oh  1  1  am  w&nd’ring  alone  by  the  sea. 

To  watch  if  my  father’s  returning  to  me. 

To  watch  if  my  father’s  returning  to  me  t 
For  the  gale  it  blows  hard  thro’  the  darkness 

fwii  fm  watching  here  since  the  downing  of 

Looking  thro’  tears  o’er  the  dark  rolling  sea. 
To  watch  if  my  father's  returning  to  me, 

To  watch  if  my  father’s  returning  to  roe. 

Last  night  when  my  father  put  forth  on  th« 

To  our'cottage  returning  l  lav  down  to  sleep 
But  while  the  sweet  calm  of  sleep  came  to  mo 
The  voice  of  the  tempest  was  waking 
The  voice  of  the  tempest  was  waklhg  thS  afa, 

I  thought  in  a  dream  ’twas  my  father  that 

But  oh*!  to  the  voioe  of  the  tempest  1  woke } 
And  the  father  l  dreamt  of  was  fwonthes^, 
Ah  1  why  in  my  dream  call  my  tathpr  to  me , 
Ah  1  why  in  my  dream  call  my  father  to  me. 

Vainly  Hooked  tiuso’  the  fast  driving  gale. 
Hopeless  1  see  what  hope  fancies  a.  sail. 

But  ’tis.  only  the  wing  of  sea-gull  nits  bJT*  • 
And  my  heart  it  beats  low  at  the  birds  wail- 

And’ rnybaw*  it  beats  low  at  the  bird’s  waft- 

For  the  storm  mast  blow  hard  when  the  gale 

comes  on  shore ; 

Oh !  that  the  fisherman’s  gift  yas  no  mo*** 
Than  the  gift  of  the  wild  bird  to  soar  0  er  the 

80ft  •  A 

Good  angels  thy  wings  bear  my  father  to  me, 
Good  angels  thy  wings  bear  my  father  to  me. 

’Twas  Raukaad  Fame  that 
Tempted  Thee. 

•Twaa  rank  and  fame  that  tempted  thee, 
’Tn;as  empire 

But  love  was  wealth— the  woriu  to  me, 


Then,  false  one,  let  us  part 
he  nPlCA  L  mndlv  deem  d  mi 


The  "prize  l  londly  deem’d  my  own, 
Another’s  noW  maybe.  _ 

For  ab  t  with  love,  Ufe’a  gladness  flown, 

Leaves  grief  to  wed  with  *»o ; 

Leaves  grief  alone  to  me  j  J  • 
With  love  life's  gladneaa  flown, 
Leaves  grief  alone  to  me. ' 

Though  lowly  bred  and  humbly  born, 
NoWtier  heart  than  mine;  _ 

Unlov’d  by  thee,  my  pride wmUO ao«n, 
To  share  the  crown  that  s  thine, 

J  sought  no  empire  save  the  heart, 
Which  mine  can  never  bar 


-- 

8iWAd?lo3ehtStoSSie^'- 

Tea  t  false  one,  bettor  tiart, 

Since  lore  lives  not  in’  thee. 

The  Queen  of  ,  the  Sea. 

Away  on  the  ,toa,  away  on  thie  to4,; , 

With  thd  wild  waves  dashing  aroma, 

To  a  life  that  ever  tt  merry  and  free,  a 

The  bold  British  sa%  fitthe,  j.  •<! 

As  true  to  the  last,  to;m|}!gajding  Wi 
To  Britannia  the  Queen  of  the  Son.  ff 

Fond  faces;  sweet  smUes,  seem  to  hovst 

And  cyesahinlng  brightly,  brightly  .^ifoogb 

Such  men  are  bomt  and.the.  prid^t  &  •• 
land,  >'■■■£ 

The  noble,  the  hearty, 

And  true  to  the  last  as  needlfl  to  polf. 

To  Britannia,  the  Queen  of  uu  pea, , 

Long  may  our  sailors  brave,  ,, 

For  England’s  Queen.  ,  ,  ’ 

Gentle  Tro^adowr.  £ 

Whentfie  dew  is  falling, 
Twiligb^sunbcapi?  slanting*  ri 
O’er  the  western  tower, 

'Neath  ttye  shady  linden  tree.  <  ,T 
•  u  At  the  moonlight  hour,  .  ,  ’ 

Come  and  Ving  love's  song  to  f^ 
Gentle  Trjouhadour  1  ,  „  h  t 

f  '1 


From  each  fragran 


scenting, 
rant  flower* 


From  each  fragrant  flower, 

'Neath  my  rose-hnug  latttpe  b*>  lT 
At  the  silent  hobr  { 

Bring  thy  lute  and  sing  to  w, 

.  . -  (li Gentto  ’J^i^mrl  -  ^  -ti.  > 

,  ,  *..*  T'-' i  >•>  i '•■•■if: 

Toasts  and  SentimentBi 

May  our  private  »#*•  bear  public  !*■ 

***Mny  the  tongue  speak  the  sentiments  of  4he 

Hayworth  never  be  cr«shed,  nor  baseness 

d?^4ay  Britons  never  suffer  iny aido»r,  W*.d»* 
vadc  the  rights  of  others.  ,!iw 

•4-  *  ....  t  •  ■  !  -:s<K*  £*&’•’ 


c 
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And  he  that  will  tills  health  deny, 

Down  among  the  dead  men  let  him  lie. 

May  Lovpand  Wine  their  rights  maintain, 
And  theiF  united  pleasures  reign. 

While  Bacchus'  treasures  crown  the  board, 
We'll  sing  the  joys  that  both  afford  i 
And  they  that  won,t  with  us  comply, 

Down  amahtf  the  dead  men  let  him  lie. 


The  Sons  of  PixuntL 

Oh  Erin  m^cotibti'y;  although  thy  harp 
slumbers, 

And  m  to  oblivion  near  Tara’s  old  toll ; 
With  scarce  ohe  kind  hand  to  enliven  its 

*  rude  dirge  to  the  sons  of  Fingal 

Thy  trophies  of  warfare  they  still  hang  ne¬ 
glected,*'  ,v  o.‘*  ,r.v  v  ..M  v.-:  ■ 

Cold  as  the  warriors,  to  whom  they  were 
known ; 

But  the  harp  of  old  Erin  shall  still  be  re- 

Whuetijei*  lives  but  one  bard  to  enliven 

ttetano.  .  -‘[ibi*  ,v,i  1 

i"f  •• ' .  . .»  i.;.1  •  *  *  ‘I 

Oh  Erin,  my  country,  I  love  thy  green  bowers 
No  music  to  mo  like  thy  murmuring  grills 
The  shamrock  to  me  is  the  fUrest  of  flowers. 
And  what  is  mort  dear  than  thy  daisy-dad 


The  lark’s  loud 

And  the  eorilil  green  again ;  t>h. 

But  I  miu  the  soft  clasp  of  your  hand, 

4SMWHSS fc 


And  I  at)(9  keep  listening  f« 
You  never  more  may  spei 

”tts  tut  a  step  do#n  yohdei 
The  little  cnurch  atanda  i 
The  ch.urch  Where  we  were 
I  aee  the  spire  &om  here ; 


My  bleaalnrftidmypHde,' 

Theresa  nothing  hiftto  care  fornoy,  ' 
Since Wy po* Miry died. ***“: 

I'm  bidding  you  a  long  farewell 
My  Mary  kind  and  true, 

But  I’ll  not  faegpt  you,  daring,;? 

In  the  land  I’m  going  to ; 

They  say  here’s  bread  and  work  (brail, 
The  cun  shines  always  there,  ..  .  m* 


The  eaves  often  used  by  warriors  and  sages, 
AiAHBI'sriafed  hold  in -Oh  Irishman's  h  eart 
And  the  ivy-clad  turrets  the  pride  of  ndst  ages 
Tho’  mould’rthgin  rulhsi  still*  grandeur 
impart. 

Britannia  may  boast  of  her  lion  and  armour. 


But  I’ll  not  fbrget  old  Irelahd,’ 
Were  it  fifty  times  as  Mr, 


Caledonia  may  boast  of  her  pibroch  and  clay, 
more, 

A4ri*4*felrl*  her  phflbegs,  kilts^  and  hei^ 


rO  io^io  nation < can  rival  bkf  Erin,  ^ 
mawotmiry  suoh  heroes  can  boast !  * 


Down  amottgthe  Dead  Men. 

Here’s  a  health  to  the  Qaoen  and  a  lasting 

To  faction’an  end,,  to  wealth  increased  1 
Coma,  let’s  drink  it  while  wo  have  breath. 
For  there’s  no  drinking  alter  death. 

And  he  thltSrW  this  health  deny, 

Dowg  ipnopg  the  dead  men  let  him  lie. 

Let,  charming  beauty's  health  go  round, 

In  whom  oelestial  joys  are  found ; 

And  may  oonfbsion  still  panne 
The  senselesr  woman-hating  crew. 

And  they  that  woman’s  health  deny, 

Down  among  the  dead  men  let  them  lie, 

..  i  *  fjfcs&ts  "  ^  '  *>'  ' 


In  battle  they're  brave  ae  the  tiger  or  Hon, 
And  swift  Us  . the  eagle  that  flioo  round  oat 


The  breeze  often  shakes  both  t^c  rose  and 

tVtn  thlatli.  ’  ‘  "V 

hush’d 


Wh BW ^th^green  shamrock  ft< 

Securely  It  stands  while  the  stormy  winds 
Whistle, 

And  lies  undiStut  bed  in  the  moss  oi  th< 

vain. 

Then  hUH,  fairest  island  of  Keptune’s  ol* 
ocean, 

_  The  land  of  St.  PatHek,  My  parents  agra  , 


Cold,  cold,  mast  tbe  heart 
emotion,  • .  „w 


A  COLLECTION  '6V  PAVOUK1TB  §ON^8 


My  wife-sighed  AiA  iobW  lbir  th«ioba, 

I  put  her  twiee  out,  she  got  In  again ; 
l  gave  her  a  south-westering  clout. 

And  I  was  attacked  by  the  Pinnigine 

The appse  waa  upset  in  the  bed,  ,  „  , 

Fighting  commenced  in  a  minute,  sure, 
Devil,  a  stick  could  w*  get,  T  j  „  t  •  / 

TUI  we  tore  off  the  legs  of  the  ftumitura 
In  showers  the  blood  flew  about, 

I  was  knocked  out  but  soon  got  knocked 
in  again,  •,  v;  ,  v  5 

I  got  a  souths  westering  clout,  v  i  A, . 

Which  laid  meat  flat  a*  M‘Finnigin. 

■  ■  <  d  <•'  ■  »?•  *yid'i  ihii  odj  &itti  t  j jtfi 

How  loft*  I’d  been  dead,  the  Lord  knows; 

1  couldn’t  bolave  1  was  living  tnMi"  • 


My  Erin,  0! 

The  sultry  climes  of  foreign  shores. 

May  bid  fair  Lusapna’s  flowers  to  blow 
But  there  is  one  in  Erin’s  isle. 

That  I  low  iCT  beyond  them  O. 

It  leaves  imfolu  patriot’s  heart ; 

In  honours  courc •  . . ;.«p  steering  O, 

Its  still  the  same  mi^  .*  JoJjj  and  cold, 
’Tis  the  shamrock  xrt  ^  z  Erin,  O. 


The  rose  may  bloom,  its  crimson  hue; 

And  every  sop  of  Albion  charm  2 
The  thistle.  Caledonia’s  pride, 

May  twine  arpund  each  bosom  warm  | 

But  hail  to  thee,  thou  plant  so  dear, 
in  my  lov’d  land  appearing  O  ! 

*Tis  still  the  same,  ’midst  the  heat  and  bold, 

’  Tis  the  shamrock  of  ray  Erin  O. 

'  '•  ‘  (  Cl  ■  1  i 

A  plant  thou  art,  so  true  and  dear, 

Ever  blooming  foesfc  and  fair*  * 

No  matter  what  it  does  appear,  ;  f  ' 

None  cah  outshine  the  shamrock  O.  *.?i  Jul 
The  flowers  in  spring  may  bloom,  ’ts  true, 

^  But  after  all,  they  Aide  you  know ;  ?  ~.v .  > 
Then  here’s  to  the  sweet  shamrock  groett, 

Thou  art  an  emblem  of  my  Erin  O. 

O  were  I  now  in  Erin’s  isle. 

No  sadness  would  be  all  mtO;  v'  j 

The  time  so  sweet  it  would  beguile, 

’Midst  scenes  of  joy  and  pleasure,  6. 

But  alas !  I’m  on  a  foreign  land,, 

With  nought  but  wildness  round  um»  6, 
Exiled  from  my  native  land.  , 


The  Minstrel  Bey. 

_  *  '7v  5  t**.  «  i 

The  Minstrel  Bov  to  tho  war  has  gone, 

In  the  ranks  of  death  you’ll  find  him*:,  i 

His  father’s  s word  hp  has  girded  on .  ,.  \ 

And  his  wild  harp  slung  behind  him*: » 

*  Land  of  song !”  said  the  warrior  bard, 

“  Tho’  all  the  world  betrays  thee, 

One  sword  at  least  thy  rights  shall  guard. 
One  ^ha4>tatee,tiire^  ,  * 

The  minstrel  fell— bat  the  foeman’s  chain 
Could  not  bring  his  proud  soul  under : 

The  harp  he  lov'd  «e*er  SpoVe  agdih. 

For  he  tore  its  chd'j^  cinder  ;  ; 

And  said  “  Nb  chahis  shall  sully  tllbb. 

Thou  soul  df  love  And  brpvery  f  ?<  ‘ 

Thy  songs  wettf  marfd  ftr  the  pure  artd'tfefe, 
They  shall  neve*  soupd in.  slavery4TWl(,  , 

. .  •  -  >  --'t  fiio/v-*; 


The  Fmnigins. 

I’m  a  gay  labouring  youth, 

I  was  reared  in  ue  town  of  Drusashank- 
ling; 

I’m  a  widower  now  in  my  youth — 

Since  1  buried  one  Molly  Moglockling. 

I  never  was  married  but  once  in  my  lifb, 

I’ll  never  commit  such  a  sin  again  ; 

1  discovered  when  she  was  my  wife. 

She  was  fond  of  one  Barney  M'Finnigia. 

Her  fhther  kept  cabins  of  mud, 

Which  I  used  to  go  out  to  admire,  sure : 

They  were  built  in  the  time  of  {he  flood, 

To  keep  the  ancestors  dry,  sure  ;  “ 

When  he  fbund  I  had  Molly  bespoke, 

He  first  got  quite  Sat,  then  looked  thin, 
again — 

In  the  struggle  fcis  gizzard  he  broke, 

From  a  stretch  of  Barpey  M'Finnigin. 

The  corpse  for  convenience  was  put. 

In  a  mend’s,  that  lived  in  a  bam  sure— 

Borne  came  walking  cm  foot. 
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Why  did  she  leave  Him 
because  he  was  poor • 


Why  did  she  leave  him,  they  grew 
Dp  together. 

Near  to  the  eld  church  9m  the 
bright  village  green. 

Never  te  part  in  fair  or  foul  weather 
Ellen  and  Edward  in  childhood  was 
seen; 

She  had  not  wealth, but  beauty  com 
mandert 

i  Suitors,  alas!  who  could  riches 
•eenre, 

But  when  her  hand  as  his  bride  he 
demanded, 

Why  did  she  leave  himl-^  because 
he  was  poor. 


He  was  once  mild,  young,  and  gay 
hearted , 

Firs4  in  the  frolic  at  market  or 

fair. 

There  are  the  cheeks  wsrathe  smile 


Kit*  me  quid*. 

rptJE  other  night  as  I  was  spiking  J 
*  sweet  Tarlioa  Spray,  ' 

The  more  we  whispered  our  lova 
talking,  the  more  we  had  to  say. 
The  old  folks  and  the  little  ones 
were  fast  .asleep  in  bed, 

I  heard  a  footstep  on  the  stairs, 
now,  what  do  you  think  she  said 
Oh,  kiss  me  quick,  and  go,  my  honey 
Kiss  me  quick  and  go. 

To  cheat  surprise,  and  prying  eyes. 
Why,  kiss  me  quick,  anil  go. 


The  other  night  1  took  Tarlioa  a 
moonlight  promenade, 

And  soon  we  brought  apto  the  floor 
step  where  the  old  folks  stay’d. 
The  clock  struck  one,  our  hearts 
two,  when,  peeping  over  head, 
l  saw  a  nightcap  raise  the  blind, now, 
what  do  joe  think  she  said! 

Oh,  kiss  me,  dee. 

Last  Sunday  night  we  sat  together, 
sighing  side  by  side, 

Just  like  two  winter  leaves  of  cab¬ 
bage,  in  the  snnshiue  fried. 

My  heart  with  love  was  nigh  to 
split  to  ask  tier  for  to  wed. 

Said  I,  “  shall  1  go  for  the  priest.'* 
—now  what  do  you  think  she  said 
Oh,  kiss  me,  dec. 


She  4s  coaling  my  dove,  my  dour,  4 
She  is  coming  my  life,  my  fato, 
l  The  rad  rose  erits,  she  is  near,  sha 
k  linear, 

~nd  die  white  rose  wtffj,  eho  la 
hte! 

Tha  larkspur  listens,  J  hear,  I  hear. 
And  the  lily  whispers,  I  wait. 

Sha  is  coming  my  love,  mv  sweet, 
Were  it  ever  so  airy  a  tread. 

My  heart  would  hear  her  and  beat, 
Wert  it  earth  in  an  earthly  bod. 
My  dust  would  hear  her  and  beat. 
Had  it  lain  for  a  century  dead,  « 
’Twould  start  and  tremble  under  her 
feet. 

And  blossom  in  purple  and  red 
Come  into  the  garden,  dot. 


Come  into  the  'garden, 
Maud. 


Sung  by  Mr.  Sims  Reaves. 

POME  into  the  garden  Maud, 

^  For  the  black  bat.  Night,  has 
down, 

Come  into  the  garden,  Maud, 

1  am  here  at  the  gate  alone, 

Aod  the  woodbine  spices  are  wafted 
abroad. 


Tho' 


Fortune  darkly 
me  frowns . 


otr 


HPHOUGH  fortune  darkly  o'er  mo 
“*■’  frowns. 

And  each  day  brings  its  care, 
Ambition's  dream  bright  hope  still 
crowns. 

And  bids  mo  not  despair. 

Though  morning's  bloom  be  passed 
away, 

Its  beauty  spent  and  gone. 
Though  foes  assail  and  friends  betray 
My  heart  shall  still  hope  on. 


More  dangers  may  my  path  beset, 
N  ew  storms  my  life’s  sky  o'erca r 
My  daring  I  shall  ne’er  regret. 

But  dare  on  to  the  last. 

The  Aeeting  prise  if  held  in  view. 
May  yet  be  nobly  won. 

And  though  life’s  dream  should  not 
prove  true. 

My  heart  shall  still  hopo. 


has  departed. 

Others*  may  revel,  but  he  cannot 

share. 

Bright  are  the  eye s  that  around  him 

beaming, 

Cold  is  the  heart  that  strives  to  ad 
here, 

Save  when  at  night  on  the  past  he  Is 
thinking. 

Why  did  she  leave  him!— because 
he  was  poor. 

Now  she  rides  by  in  her  pride  and 
her  carriage, 

Buu  where  is  the  bloom  that  one# 
shone  on  her  cheek? 

Haughty  and  proud  are  tha  friends 
of  her  marriage. 

Now  she  must  feel  what  she  darea 
not  to  speak: 

She  perchance  smiles  for  her  earliest 
hours. 

Grieves  for  the  sortews  that  he 
must  endure, 

And  would  give  up  tha  world  for  a 
wreath  of  wild  flowers, 

Why  di^jhe  leave  him?  — .  hooaaso 
he  was  poor 


And  the  musk  of  the  rose  Is  blown 
For  the  breeae  of  the  morning  moves 
And  the  planet  of  love  Is  on  high. 
Beginning  to  faint  in  the  light  that 
■he  loves, 

On  a  bed  of  daffodil  sky. 

To  faint  in  the  light  ofasnnshe  loves 
To  faint  in  his  light  and  die. 
Coma  into  the  garden,&*. 

And  the  soul  of  the  rose  went  into 
my  blood 

As  the  music  clashed  in  the  hall. 
And  long  by  the  garden  gate  I  stood 
For  I  heard  your  rivulet  fall 
From  the  lake  to  the  meadow,  and 
on  to  the  wood. 

Our  wood  that  is  dearer  than  all. 
Queen  Rost  of  the  rose- bud,  garden 
of  girls. 

Come  hither,  the  dances  arc  done 
In  gloss  of  satin  k  glimmer  of  pearls 
Queen  Lily,  and  rose  in  one. 
Shine  out  little  head,  swimming  over 
with  curls. 

To  the  Sowars  andMgtbetr  sun. 
Como  into  IhiprfciAo. 

X%«re  hat  feMea  a  splendid  tear 
FiiS^rsufa*  •<  war  tube  gate 


Happy  as  a  King . 

SEE  yon  happy,  rosy  boy,  f 

Full  of  life,  and  full  of  joy. 
Smiling  now  with  mirth  elate. 
Swinging  on  tho  rustic  gate. 

Care  with  him  was  never  known* 
Joyful  hours  arc  all  his  own. 

Chief  in  every  rural  play. 

Laughing  mates  his  voice  obey. 
Woodland  seen*  are  his  delight. 
There  he  rules  in  sylvan  might. 
Leading  merry  gamu  with  glee,  1 
Happy  as  a  king  is  hv,  hc?py  as  f 
king  is  ha. 

Monarch!  of  another  •  |horo,  , 

Have  their  hours  of  hipe  and  fear. 
Troubles  come  to  mar  their  reign. 
Bringing  sorrow  in  thf  ir  train. 
Stataly  pomp  dlsturba  their  cast— 
Tho'  they  strive  they  I  ail  to  ploata. 
Such  is  not  our  heroes  Into, 
Swinging  on  tho  rustic  gilt 
Form  and  pride  with  him  unknow% 
Never  cloud  hit  sylvan  throne. 
Thus  tha  world  may  truly  sea, 
floppier  than  a  king  Is  ho,  baffler 
the*  -  ***■  is  be. 


